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POETIC JUST ICE
A  young man stood silently at an open door. He didn't do anything, didn't even look at anything in particular; 
he just stood. Finally, an old man (who was actually middle-aged but grew old through comparison to the other man) 
grew tired of waiting.
"Come in, son."
"What, sir?"
"Please come in. You make me very nervous by standing there."
"Yessir."
He entered the small cubicle and sat in the unoccupied chair. The seat hadn't been offered, but he was tired of 
standing.
"You 're in one of my classes, aren't you ?" The older man spoke softly.
"Yes," replied the other, "in 'Writing Poetry.' Third period."
"Oh Who are you again?"
"Excuse me?"
"Your name. You have one. I imagine everyone has a name. And I should know it, but I teach five classes. That's 
over a hundred students. If I were a good teacher, I'd know a hundred names." After a brief pause, the teacher 
continued: "Actually, I do; they just don't belong to anyone in particular."
"M ay I hear them?"
"W hat?" The teacher was baffled.
"The names. You said you know a hundred. May I hear them?"
"Score. You've made your point."
"Oh no, please don't think that. But a poet should know names. And you said you do, while I can only think of 
thirty or so offhand."
"You  are an unusual person," the professor commented. "First you stand at my door without even looking at me. 
Then you ridicule me but deny doing so. What do you want, anyway?"
" I came to talk to you."
"You 've done that."
"Yes — no! I came to talk about something. About my work, my poetry. It's been a problem."
"Wait a minute. Let me check." With that, the teacher got up and went to a filing cabinet, withdrawing a large 
manila folder. It was labeled "Poetry" in large neat letters. Retaking his seat, he began to look through the pile of 
typewritten manuscripts, calling out surnames in alphabetical order. After a few minutes, he looked toward the student.
" I  really must have your name if I'm to find your work," he said.
"Caldwell. Steven Caldwell," the young man replied. "But you won't find anything."
"O h ? "  And as he said this, the gray-suited professor's eyebrows tweaked.
"That's the problem. Doctor Mermin. I haven't submitted anything."
The doctor turned pale. Glaring at Steven, he spoke with extreme hesitancy.
"You  have given me . . . nothing?"
"That's right," the student said shakily.
"Then, you really are a poet," Dr. Mermin said, as he slumped in his chair.
Steven was baffled.
" I 'm  not sure, sir, that I quite understand."
Rising from his chair, walking to the window, then apparently staring at the small patch of grass visible through the 
glass, Dr. Mermin said nothing.
Growing twitchy, the boy spoke again.
"Sir, you're making me nervous. Just standing there, saying nothing."
Turning quickly, the professor spoke. "You 'll have to drop this course."
"What? W hy?"
" It 's  very simple. You haven't completed anything in seven weeks."
"But I'll catch up." The boy was obviously panicking.
"No. That's not it," Dr. Mermin explained. "But there's a definite correlation between quantity and quality. It's 
an inverse proportion, or some such terminology used in the math department. The more you write, the more garbage is 
produced." He gulped, then continued. "Logically, if you haven't written anything, then you must be an extremely 
gifted poet." Gulping again, the professor then added his confession: "And  I've never taught a poet."
Apparently frightened, the young student fell from his chair. Regaining his composure, he muttered some 
irrelevancy, picked himself up, and walked to the door. Before exiting, he turned to the professor.
"S ir," he asked, "does this mean I'll get an 'A ' for the course?"
Seeing his teacher's face change color, the student ran from the office. He was only vaguely aware of a loud bang as 
something hit the doorjamb. It sounded like a book, he thought. A  very heavy book.
David W. Keer
THE TERM
[a parody on W.C.W. The Term]
The crumpled paper 
piled high next to 
the student stands
to be the obvious 
figure of a man 
swaying unsteadily with
the weight of its increasing 
load saying over 
and over
(in its own way of course) 
that he's not going 
to finish
as he crumples 
another paper 
the wrinkles
multiply on his 
face much like 
the paper
he must get up 
the next morning 
blank as the night before
Jim McGann Brain Burn
His hands gently caressing,
Segovia's lingering-sweet hispanic tremolo 
Rolls clutchingly down the spine, and 
Calls to clarity of mind just one victim 
Who floats in a haze of denim and hair.
Thinking is trouble for him.
Spewing out of his liquid-eyed brain 
Come roll upon roll of fuzzy, blared lyrics.
All labeled and savored, cherished like 
Babes of the competent Euterpe!
Standing, once, stoned at a reeling Stones 
Concert, he leaned too far in on a million-amp 
Woofer and blew through his cranial mush 
Seven twisted minutes of screaming electro-shock.
Lobotomized by burning, jagged Jagger-babble 
His work, his life, his very soul - - 
Cliche.
Max Geisler
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An Afterthought
I was so very willing once 
to shun empty happiness 
for a little understanding.
Now, I understand only unhappiness, 
that puzzles are better touched 
for the beauty of design, 
for their smooth, complex twistings 
and curves of meanings.
How sad to claw them apart 
and find nothing.
The meaning is in the mystery, 
the power lies in their structure,
I've found only curling vapors in the parts.
I've had my visions — 
what good were they?
I am no genius.
My mind could never possess them.
They would slide down 
the smooth slick surface of my brain 
shouting and laughing 
at such a fast ride.
There were a few flirtations with ghosts 
barely heard whispers past death 
a glimpse of truth in the motion 
of an old man kicking papers.
Nothing came of it.
I only got odd, reclusive 
and elusive
waiting, hoping blindly for change.
My friends politely excused themselves 
and went away.
Who can blame them?
I was lonely
and most uncreatively bored, 
surrounding myself 
with earth filled stillness 
until my blood quietly 
and placidly flowed 
and sought no meaning.
Marian Rooney
8
Nite Life
You move through shoulder blades shrugging off hands 
to make a path. The strangers' bodies press 
while other watch, consuming each caress 
and fantasize them coupling as they stand 
in cacophonous rhythm with the band.
You move through scenes repeated more or less 
Faces reduced to calculating eyes 
comparing costs and pricing one night stands.
A  wrought iron table and two empty chairs 
and bottles lined in several shades of brown 
reflecting on encounters to be found 
in singles bars: mechanical affairs 
and egocentric superficial trips 
and lonely people dying sip by sip.
Judith A. Uhll
With the hair pulled to the top of my head 
I am feminine.
A  Diet-Pepsi and Tab body 
hides slimly beneath his 
large white T-shirt.
I am a girl.
No different at first but
the depths of my eyes in a Bermuda-tanned
face belie it all and tell
I am me.
Look hard, (she says) 
wanting so much to be known.
The body beneath cries for arms that will 
warm it and not demand more 
if I sleep 
like a baby.
And I am eternal -  
my soul is the sky's continuation 
and the sun shines through 
my eyes
if the clouds do not 
obscure them.
Barb Guthrie
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Elevated Trainstop
While passing tracklamps start to lose their speed, 
The screech of stopping reaches to my gums 
And doors slip open, hiss mechanically,
Revealing, now, this tower in the slums.
It is a transit minaret and more -- 
A  groundling gallery of Black and Brown 
Frustration vomited and written down:
Grafitti garble, scab of ghetto sore.
A  billboard plastered-over countless times. 
Obliterated totally with little bits 
Of posters pushing whiskey, cigarettes,
Or pointing long-forgotten candidates.
Is labeled now with blazened "Savoir Faire" —
A  landmark centerpiece of mute despair.
Max Geisler
S IG H TED  U N D ER G R O U N D
Written on a wall: words.
Words with no attachment 
to anything.
Empty letters that no eye 
sees twice. Why 
cannot be said.
But there they are.
Black scribblings on white 
blocks of concrete.
Lines racing forward 
suggesting rage 
or bitter hopelessness.
In a tunnel of men
and women (but never alone)
this is communication.
Dark meanings that light 
glares upon. Sons 
of no one special.
David W. Keer
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THE G LA SS  CUTTER
I heard such fine glass 
Tinkling in the wind.
Funny,how you never knew 
Its breaking point;
Odd, the sighing that followed 
When your back turned.
Strange, that my extravagant sorrow
Should wither
In a heap of time-cut glass.
Beth Knappik
INDECISION
Fast, slow—
Stop and go.
Up, down—
In and around.
Yes, no—
I don't know ...
Decisions, promises—
Make it, break it.
Avoid the issue—
Fake it, fake it.
Virginia Barishek
On a Meteor's Fragments
These are the star-hawks I found sown 
In wide fields beyond my home.
Perch them in palm and hear them sing 
Of as 'troid; nest from off on wing 
They took, to soar boundless spaces.
Freely, to script misty traces 
On our atmosphere's far borders.
Till earth's concentric tempest orders 
Their plummeting death; streaking white,
I noticed just the other night.
Joseph McDonough
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Infatuation
Regard the convoluted Bronze 
cast from a mold of layered clay, 
set with a chasened burnished face, 
inclined to watch a sculptured Marble, 
cut in controlled angular lines, 
lost in polished sensuous flesh.
A  thigh winding around a thigh.
An arm grounding a heavy head,
And shadowy moving fingers 
casting black circles on whiteness.
Circles surrounding circles
in curvilinear design
becoming black eyed stamined flowers
in my mind . . .
Judith A. Uhll
White gel from the white jar
her finger spreads
on the image in her mirror
like butter on bread
taut skin turns to satin
a semi-cracked mundane stick
camouflages dark crescents
and drab specks
liquid shaded to naturalness
ascends the transparent white gel
baby-blue powder
she paints on the lids
a spiral of mud-like black
frames above and below
she smiles
brushes real-live-red where it shows
complements the pale, small mouth
with the little gold cylinder's solid color
she sits back
servant to the reflection
its youthfulness restored
pattings of powder seal the illusion
Maryann Mendoza
13

There Is a Garden in Her Face
(With Apologies to Thomas Campion)
There is a garden in her face,
O'ergrown with weeds — 'tis such disgrace! — 
And all fair things that blossom there 
Soon die within her matted hair.
And rain ne'er comes, nor gentle breeze,
Just sleet and bleak Dutch elm disease.
There is a garden in her face,
A  dirty, rotten, dismal place.
Her brows are gnarled like old trees weird; 
Her lips are parched as by sun seared.
She's such a seedy, unkempt dame —
Alas, is she my love's new flame!
Mary Fox
I walked before 
I think
toward your light
for too short a time,
too long a memory,
and emptied myself in the glow
of you —
elf-lantern on the moors.
No more.
Sucked into the mire
my spirit
drowned —
only the shell survives
jagged
broken
floating on the surface 
of what 
— I thought — 
was real.
Mary Fox
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Home
Like the silent snow that falls so hushed 
At evening, like the breath of autumn fires — 
You are all the clean and quiet in me,
The gentle answer that my soul requires.
And like the chimney-smoke at journey's ending 
That tells the traveller: Here your rest abides- 
You are the hearthplace for my spirit's mending, 
The simple shelter where my heart resides.
For when I pause in this uneasy living,
I have no doubt wherein my welcome Iies- 
The comfort of my soul is one glance upward: 
My home is now - was always - in your eyes.
Mary Fox
The majesty of the sun's slow fall 
outdone in this. The careless morning walk 
among the weeds: the sudden flashing 
of gold as the stalks feel the wind, 
and one by one the shades respond 
to light, like an unplucked string.
Colors risen to herald the sun 
silence a trumpet, quiet a drum.
Robert Ewing
Nourished (for M.L.)
Sun-soaked orange puff clouds,
Newly ripe, burgeoning.
And plumped with the fullness 
of a day's growing season 
Sway lazily in the warm salt breeze.
Until they're harvested
By a languid company of water fowl,
And drop silently from the unseen 
eastern vine,
To be gathered by dreamers 
As breadfruit for their minds.
Dennis McCauley
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Getting Even
"Good morning, Henry!"
The voice rang in both of his ears, and Henry Ottoman grumbled disgruntledly from beneath the warm blankets.
"Henry!" came the voice again, this time not so harsh. "Wake up!"
Henry opened one eye but didn't budge.
"W ho's there?" he asked slowly, shaking the sleep from his befuddled mind. He lived alone and wasn't accustomed to 
being awakened by a voice, particularly one so determinedly familiar.
"Just me," the voice replied, and Henry could have sworn he heard a snicker.
Henry raised himself on his elbow and glared about the room, which was still immersed in semi-darkness. The sun had 
hardly peeped over the horizon; his alarm had not yet rung; and yet his sleep was being invaded by a surly intruder. And he 
had been having such a wonderful dream about Emily Miller in "Records!" He was angry now, and his mind raced with 
the various tortures he would use on this upstart when he found him. Yet, an infuriated survey of the room revealed no one.
"Over here," the voice said, and giggled.
Henry turned his head sharply, and his jaw dropped in amazement when he beheld his visitor. He rubbed his eyes, 
hoping he might still be dreaming. But he wasn’t. There, sitting on his bedpost and grinning mischievously was — of all 
things! — an elf.
At least, Henry thought it was an elf. He had never seen an elf before — nor was he sure he was seeing one now — but he 
supposed, from his meager knowledge of fairy tales, that if elves existed at all, this little person must be one. However, 
rather than just guess, he thought he'd check — just to be sure.
"Are you an elf?" he asked, feeling just a bit foolish.
The being on the bedpbst chuckled and replied, "Y ou  might say that."
"Oh, I might, might I Henry snorted. This creature has to be an elf, he assured himself, because he thinks he's 
clever. Elves, to Henry's way of thinking, always thought they were clever.
"Well," Henry continued. " I 'l l  call you an elf, anyway. Not that I would know an elf from a fairy or a leprechaun."
He rolled over on his stomach to examine the elf more closely.
He was a tiny fellow? no more than six inches in height, and he was clad in what Henry imagined to be the stock 
costume of elves — a green tunic with a black belt at the waist, green stockings, and black pointed boots. A  little green, 
pointed cap perched jauntily on his head with a bright red feather so large it seemed to make the little hat see-saw precariously.
"Mister Elf," Henry went on irately, not caring what etiquette might require regarding the greeting of elves. " I  suppose 
you have a perfectly good reason for interrupting my sleep at such a ridiculous hour. If this intrusion is some mere whim of 
yours, I will have to deal with you unmercifully. I must have rest and cannot abide by such annoying affronts from anyone, 
however fantastic the visitor might be — even an elf!"
He was quite pleased with the stern tone of his voice, particularly before such a strange creature who just might have 
magical powers. But the elf only giggled.
"Now, now," the little imp chided, smiling. "There's no need to get so huffy. I'm  here on business and have something 
to offer that might interest you."
"Business!" growled Henry. "From  what small bit I know of elves, their business is only mischief and revelry. At five 
in the morning, I have no need of either."
Henry rolled over and drew the blankets over his head. He wanted nothing to do with this elf. Business, indeed!
Trouble, he thought, was more likely in the offing for anyone who associated with an elf. He lay still under the covers 
for a few moments until he was sure the elf had gone. Then, cautiously, he pushed the blanket back and peered around 
the room. No elf.
With a relieved sigh, Henry sat up and looked at the clock on his dresser. Five-thirty. He had an hour and a half until 
he had to rise; but, he was wide awake.
"Well, I might as well get up," Henry snorted. "N o  use trying to sleep now. Blasted elf!"
He climbed out of bed and cringed as his feet touched the cold, bare floor. He opened the blinds to let the first rays of 
sunlight into the room; then he made his way into the kitchen to make some coffee.
As he shuffled into the little room, Henry caught the aroma of coffee already brewing.
"How  can that be?" he muttered, absently scratching his head. One glance toward the coffee pot gave him the answer— 
the elf was back.
" I  thought you'd gone back to sleep, Henry," the little fellow commented, grinning from his seat atop the stove. "So, I 
made myself at home."
" I  see you have," Henry retorted in disgust. "Y o u  are the reason I can't sleep, I'll have you know."
"Hummm," said the elf. "Care for coffee?"
That was the last straw, Henry decided. He felt blood rush into his face as he grew angry.
"Now  see here, sir!" he sputtered, pounding his fist against the table. " I  will not have you coming into my home, 
ruining my sleep, and taking liberties with my possessions. Enough is enough! I must ask you to leave at once!"
But the elf only smiled and shook his head.
"Now, Henry," he said slowly. "D o n 't  lose your temper. I am operating under the orders of a higher authority, and I 
cannot leave until I have at least made you aware of my business venture."
Henry sighed.
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"What 'higher authority'?" he asked curiously.
" I 'm  sorry, Henry. I can't give you that information," the imp said apologetically. "Company policy. You understand."
Henry grew suspicious. This elf was up to no good, he just knew it. However, he guessed it wouldn't hurt to just 
listen to him. But, what if some disaster was in store for him? "Company policy," indeed! But Henry knew he would never 
have peace until he gave the elf a chance to speak his mind. He just wouldn't be swayed, that's all.
Henry poured himself a cup of coffee and sat down at the table with a heavy sigh.
"A ll right," he said slowly, staring at the elf, who still sat leisurely on the stove. "Since you refuse to leave until I hear 
your offer, I have no choice but to listen. But I warn you — I can't tolerate mischief."
The elf vanished instantly, only to reappear next to Henry's cup a moment later. He reclined on the surface of the 
table, his tiny head propped up in his elfin hands.
" I 'm  so glad you've decided to come around," the little creature remarked. "Sometimes you human beings can be 
so exasperating. You never believe anything right off but are too suspicious, to my way of thinking."
Henry sighed again.
"Well, what do you have to tell m e?" he asked insistently. " I 'd  like to get this matter settled as quickly as possible."
"A ll right, all right!" the elf exclaimed with a huff. He shifted his position and sat dangerously close to the edge of 
the table, his tiny legs dangling.
" I  have a very interesting offer for you," the elf began. "Something like this doesn't happen every day. Henry 
Ottoman, today you have the privilege of getting even with the five people who have most annoyed you in your lifetime.
You can wish for anything to happen — provided the consequences are not permanently damaging or fatal — and it will.
What do you say?"
Henry was aghast.
"That's ridiculous! Impossible!" he sputtered in astonished confusion. When he regained his composure, he added 
suspiciously, "Besides, how do I know this isn't some elfin trick?"
The little fellow on the table grinned.
"Always doubting — tsk! tsk!" he commented with mock seriousness. "I 'l l prove it to you."
"H o w ?" Henry asked dubiously. He was convinced some mischief lurked behind the proposition; yet something 
inside of him was strangely excited by the offer.
"D o  you remember the day someone dented your car in that parking lot?" the elf asked. Henry nodded and the 
elf continued, "Well, John Arbuckle wished that one on you."
"W hat!" Henry exclaimed, his face growing hot and flushed. John was Henry's rival at the office, and few kind words 
had ever passed between them. They vied for everything — higher positions, raises, ever Emily Miller.
"That scoundrel! That scalawag!" he cried, choking with anger. " It  cost me nearly three hundred dollars to fix that 
fender!"
"You  see," the elf said with satisfaction. "Everyone has his day — but just one day, mind you. If you don't accept 
my offer now, you won't have another chance. How about it?"
"Welll —"  Henry drawled. The last of his suspicions had been drowned by the anger he felt at John's affront. "What 
do I have to do ?"
The little elf rubbed his palms together eagerly, and Henry felt a pang of doubt. But he brushed aside even the 
thought of a reservation, and listened intently to the imp before him. John Arbuckly was assuredly one of the five 
people he would choose!
"Get a piece of paper and a pencil," the elf instructed, and Henry did so. "Now, write down the names of the 
five people with whom you wish to get even and what you would like to happen to them. Remember — nothing 
drastic or fatal."
Henry nodded, already lost in thought. A  devilish smile spread across his face, and he bent over the paper and began 
to write.
The first person on his list was Mrs. Grimm, his landlady. She had raised his rent twice in six months, and he had 
not been able to fight it. He wished that someone would dump garbage all over her steps — she was an immaculate 
woman, and this would arouse her ire for sure. Next was John Arbuckle, and Henry wrote that he wanted John to be 
ill for a week — not too ill, mind you. Maybe, with John gone, he could get a date with Emily Miller. John was 
followed on the list by Mrs. Willoughby, Henry's former mother-in-law. Henry never could stand the woman, 
always interfering the way she did. He borrowed John's idea and wished a dented fender for her. The fourth person on 
the list was Ethel, Henry's ex-wife. Ethel was a greedy woman, asking for more money every month. She wouldn't work, 
just so she could spite him be demanding alimony. Henry hoped that the two kids would get measles, just to drive 
Ethel crazy for a little while. All little kids got measles, anyway. Lastly, Henry wished that his boss would have a rotten 
golf game. Mr. Stern was a slave-driver in Henry's estimation and spent all of his time at the golf course while piling 
more work onto his employees. A  rotten golf game would do him good.
"There!" Henry cried triumphantly, laying the pencil aside.
The elf crawled over the table top and read the paper carefully.
"Very good," he commended. He winked at Henry slyly. "Fo r someone so hesitant, you do write feverishly!"

Henry reddened with a trace of shame. He coughed and said slowly, "Well, this day only comes once in a lifetime — I 
might as well take advantage of it."
The elf only smiled, but it was a knowing smile that Henry didn't like. The elf was up to no good; he just knew it.
But it was too late for Henry to change his mind.
"I 'l l just take this with me," the elf said casually of the grudge list. " I 'l l  return it tonight — by then you'll know the 
results."
With that, elf and list vanished.
Henry dispelled his suspicions as he dressed for work. His spirits were strangely uplifted, and he felt as if today nothing 
could go wrong. He donned his best suit and wore a jaunty tie, then left the apartment and almost skipped down the three 
flights of stairs. He swung open the door, smiled as he beheld the clear, blue sky, and stepped out.
Henry almost slipped as his foot hit the step and he clutched the rail. Looking down, he saw that the elf had already 
been at work. Garbage had been strewn all over the steps, blocking Henry's descent; in fact, his foot had found an errant 
banana peel, almost causing a fall. Still, he felt a bit pleased, imagining Mrs. Grimm's face when she saw the mess. With a 
leap, he managed to clear the steps and the garbage, and sauntered to his car, whistling merrily.
When he reached the office, he entered cheerfully, calling a greeting to the receptionist. He walked to his desk, feeling 
more confident than he had felt in a while. Then he saw his desk, heaped with papers so that its surface was barely visible.
"What is going on ?" he queried, looking at one of the secretaries in confusion.
"John Arbuckle will be out for the week," the woman told him calmly. "Mr. Stern left John's work with you — 
along with your own."
Henry grimaced. That elf was quite competent, to be sure. Ah, well! At least John wouldn't be around to interfere when 
he asked Emily for a date. He sat down at his desk and began his work.
It was ten-thirty, and Henry was on his coffee break when Mr. Stern charged into the office. He looked more angry 
than Henry had ever seen him: The veins in his head were bulging, his eyes were aflame, and his feet slammed against the 
floor so threateningly that even the filing cabinets trembled.
"Get to work, Ottoman!" Mr. Stern growled.
"Yes, sir," Henry mumbled, scurrying to his desk.
Mr. Stern stomped toward his own office, then turned before entering.
"Oh, Ottoman," he said, his voice dangerously calm. "Isn 't Willoughby the name of your mother-in-law?"
"Y-yes, sir," Henry stammered, feeling the color drain from his face. "W h y ?"
Mr. Stern's eyesgrew huge and menacing, the veins around his temples grew so large they almost popped, and the 
man screamed, "Because that's the name of the hag who backed into my car!"
Henry wilted. Mr. Stern crashed into his office, banging the door behind him, and Henry laid his head against the 
mounds of paper on his desk. He wanted to cry. This "getting even" idea was just not working out at all. And he still 
had to go through the rest of the day! With a sigh, he straightened himself up and pulled his wits about him. He was not 
going to give up; that was all there was to it. He still had a chance to ask Emily out, and he would do that at lunch. With 
new effort, he attacked the paperwork on his desk.
It was almost time for Henry's lunch break when Mr. Stern emerged from his office.
" I 'm  going to play a round of golf," he said to the secretary.
Henry panicked, remembering his wish.
"G o lf?" he peeped, losing his voice to terror.
Mr. Stern arched his eyebrows and glanced at Henry.
"Yes, Ottoman — golf," he snarled. "Now  get to work. I want to see all those reports on my desk when I get back, so I 
wouldn't go to lunch if I were you. It could mean your job." He swept out of the office, and Henry broke into a sweat.
"G o lf" ' Henry muttered. His day was a shambles. He loosened his tie, rolled up his shirtsleeves, and swallowed hard.
No lunch -  no asking Emily for a date. He sighed, wishing he had never seen that elf. Nothing had gone right since. 
Determinedly, he set to work again, dreading the return of Mr. Stern. Number Four on the list was about to become a 
reality.
At four o'clock, Henry heard the door slam, and he peeked above the papers to see Mr. Stern storming toward his
desk.
"How  was your golf game?" Henry asked weakly, knowing the answer but trying to maintain an appearance of
calm.
"Worst in months," growled Mr. Stern. "Are those reports ready?"
"N o ," gulped Henry. "B-but — "
"N o  'buts', "  Mr. Stern snorted, "out, Ottoman! You're fired!"
"B-b-but," Henry was still muttering, feeling suddenly quite ill.
"You  heard me," Stern bellowed. "O U T !"
The roar of the man's voice almost knocked Henry from his desk. He rose slowly, watching Mr. Stem disappear into his 
office, in a rage for the second time that day -  because of Henry. Without bothering to clean out his desk, Henry grabbed 
his jacket and shuffled dejectedly out of the room.
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As he drove home, Henry reflected on the events of the day. Because of his own grudges, chaos had resulted. Five 
vengeful wishes had just about ruined his life. Five wishes! Henry went pale once again. Only four had been fulfilled. One 
more disaster, at least, awaited him. He was so filled with trepidation that he wanted to turn his car around and drive 
straight into the river. Only one thought brought him to his apartment—maybe that dastardly little elf had forgotten.
The garbage was cleared away from the front steps, and Henry smiled his first smile of the afternoon. He walked 
into the building and was half-way up the stairs when he heard Mrs. Grimm call, "Mr. Ottoman! Mr. Ottoman!" in mer 
shrill, nasal voice. Henry turned and gasped. The elf hadn't forgotten. There, at the foot of the stairs, stood the 
landlady, flanked by two speckled children — Joan and Herbert, his children.
"Mr. Ottoman," Mrs. Grimm cackled as Henry descended the staircase. " It  was quite enough that I had to spend 
half a day cleaning that disgusting mess from my steps, but this additional task of babysitting goes far beyond my duties 
as a landlady."
Henry stared at her blankly, taking a child by each hand. He felt an attack of hysteria coming on, and he gave in to 
it, sticking out his tongue at a startled Mrs. Grimm.
"Well! I never —"  cried the woman, but Henry barely heard her. He stared down at the children as he climbed the 
stairs, wondering why they had been left with him. They were quarreling over a single lollipop at the moment, and he 
sighed.
"M ine!" shouted Joan.
"Mine! Mine!" shrieked Herbert.
"M IN E ! "  cried Henry, grabbing the candy as his last ounce of composure slipped away.
Both children started to cry simultaneously, with shrill whines that Henry could not bear. He wanted to strangle them.
"Hold IT !" he exclaimed. The whining ceased. "That's better," he said, as he opened the door to the apartment.
"Now, would one of you kindly tell me what you are doing here?"
"Grandma had an accident with the car and Mommy went to stay with her," Joan piped up eagerly.
"Yeah," agreed Herbert. "Grandma's nerves are bad."
"We can stay here for two days 'til she gets better," Joan continued. "Mom m y said so — even if we have the measles."
"Wonderful," groaned Henry, and he sank into the nearest chair. Grandma didn't have a monopoly on bad nerves. 
Meanwhile, the children scurried into the kitchen and were banging around with something. Henry didn't care. Everything 
he had wished for that morning had painfully been granted. He should have expected everything to backfire. That nasty 
little elf had covered everything on the list.
The list! Henry leaped from the chair and ran about the house, looking for it. He found the piece of paper sitting 
on the chest of drawers in his bedroom, with all the items checked off as if it were a shopping list. He grabbed it and tore 
it into little pieces.
"Never again!" he cried, as his two be-measled children rushed in to jump on his bed. "Never again will I seek 
revenge of anyone. And never again will I do business with an elf!"
Somewhere above the din of the children, as he leaned his head in despair against the dresser, Henry could have 
sworn he heard a giggle.
Mary Fox
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THE LOT OF TOPHET
Lost among the metal, remnants 
Twisted, designs decayed, broken;
Steel does not feel its cold; yet hands
Feel, touching it, the cold within.
Nothing remains as it was before,
Glittering and new- it shone then.
November wind, turn yourself toward 
The pines. Leave this place, and me, alone. 
Winds, like ages, must press forward.
Oh, to be gone from these shattered rows; 
To be carried by something of beauty. 
Across the lot, the winter bird throws
Its song to the cold air. Notes fly free, 
Through the angular wind, alone.
Away from their mother. The song breathes
Of its own accord, beckoning me along,
And I heard-
I am not alone.
Tom Guiniven
HAIKU
Fall fires the sky red
The leaves turn to raging seas
Set before the sun
James McGann
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The Fish
In the rime-tipped little hours,
September dawdling with the dawn.
How glassy smooth the bay becomes, 
How stir-less—seems the fish are gone.
We dream of home, of sleep and warmth, 
Dismiss our empty boat, lost night...  
Yet spin a last persistent cast 
Seaward—against instinctive flight.
This singular trout leaps to the line.
Gives us a silvery belly and back.
Beneath the moon its great fish-eye 
Stares round at night's encircling black.
Eleanor Zito
COMBER
Like ginger, the hazy auburn moon 
Hangs low before a streaked-sandy sky.
The seabird shadows loop and
Dive, interpretive dance to the pounding beneath:
The surf is an avante-garde drummer,
Bashing and crashing in timeless cacophony,
While further out, a dark shape crawls,
Silently,
To points unknown.
Dennis McCauley
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S C H U Y K IL L  FA LLS
(In memory of Alice Platt)
Dipping her blades across the sky,
Pools of memory in circling dreams 
Leave trails along her course.
Her craft drifts down with rippling tide, 
Carried on water's changing schemes 
She swiftly glides unto her source.
Her rowing takes her to deeper water,
Where cataracts fall to the rocks below. 
Flown across the face of the sun,
Her red-painted wings stroke and hold 
The cold, bedazzled light;
She flees its force; the reflection 
Of its warmth, intensely bold,
Pursues with heated might.
Her heart beat time to the oarlocks;
The old shell shattered; the rigging 
Crusted with corrosion.
She's joined the sharp, protruding rocks.
The winter river is bringing 
Leaves suspended frozen;
From the cold cascades of blue-white water, 
Transfigured eyes gaze from below;
Laurel blossoms in auburn tress,
She stares from the immortal fount 
To transient bank and sees 
Above: white figures, centuries blessed; 
Perfected lines adorn the mount,
The new Acropolis.
Tom Guiniven
HAIKU
Trees turn to the earth 
And we embrace to be born 
Leaves dancing in the wind
James McGann
MEMORY DANCE
After reigning 
Over salt flats 
And carousing 
With proud peacocks,
The wind has finally 
Told me
Of the pathetic, fading 
Merriment in our dancing.
Such futility and pointlessness 
Is for struggling moths,
For small quiet deer 
Whose great brown eyes weep 
For every injustice 
In the forests.
Can it be
That much Sadness 
Will be in our own eternal 
Separation? Will we not mind 
The loss of recognition?
It has been said
That when we've eaten memories 
We turn into whirling dervishes- 
Making more dance than life.
Beth Knappik
FOR A DANCER:
The deepest secret is hidden in your steps.
Red Carefully,
each movement tells of solitary strain, 
of searing agony held in taut muscle.
Perfection is a harsh tyrant, but you were born under his rule- 
The liberation of the universe 
lies in your dance.
Janice Hill
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Thirteen Ways Of Looking At A  Blackboard
I
Among twenty frozen heads,
The only moving thing
Was the hand upon the blackboard.
II
I was of three minds.
Like a room
In which there are three blackboards.
III
The blackboard stared white faced.
It was a small part of the pantomime.
IV
A student and teacher 
Are one.
A student and teacher and blackboard 
Are one.
V
I do not know which to slur 
The beauty of inflections 
Or the beauty of innuendoes.
The blackboard erased 
Or just before.
VI
Icicles filled the long face 
With barbaric tears.
The shadow of the blackboard 
Crossed it, to and fro.
The mood
Traced in the shadow 
An indecipherable cause.
VII
0  little men of Bedlam
Why do you imagine golden boards?
Do you not see how the little women
About you walk
to the blackboards?
IX
When the blackboard was put out of sight, 
It marked the edge 
Of one of many rectangles.
X
At the sight of blackboards 
Standing in the morning light,
Even the kids of cacophony 
Would sound alright.
XI
He wrote over his desk 
with a silver pen.
Once, a fear pierced him,
In that he mistook
The shadow of the blackboard
For his Mon Professor.
X II
The chalk is moving --
The blackboard must be standing still.
X III
It was morning all afternoon.
It was slowing,
And it was going to be slow.
The blackboard sat 
In the children's limbs.
James McGann
V III
I know noble dates
And lucid, inescapable rates:
But I know, too.
That the blackboard is involved 
In what I know.
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Excerpts From an Interview With Gary Snyder
Last fall, when Gary Snyder appeared before a La Salle College audience, few were surprised by his weathered and reflective 
face. His photograph has graced many collections of our finest American poetry. That he wore blue jeans and work shoes 
came as no surprise in light of his dislike of pretense. What did surprise those of us meeting him for the first time was the 
depth and breadth of his geographic, social, and ideological outlook.
With equal vigor, Gary Snyder has turned his poetic sensitivity to the analysis of Chinese philosophical texts and the repair 
of his jeep. He has worked as a forester and has taught at Berkeley; he has studied in a Zen monastery and has received the 
Pulitzer Prize for his volume of poems entitled Turtle Island.
Mr. Snyder has also consented to submit the two following works to our magazine. The poems are accompanied by 
excerpts from a conversation conducted on the day of his recital. It is hoped that in this way we may define some small 
part of his diverse and spellbinding personality.
Thanks are extended to Mr. Snyder, as well as to interviewers Mary Lou Fagan and John Rodden for their provocative and 
sensitive approach to the poet's life, work, and opinions.
.. I find as much delight in helping a neighbor build a chicken coup as writing a poem ... or working on some local ... or 
larger political strategy . ..
*Talking late with the Governor about the Budget
Entering the midnight 
Halls of the capitol.
Iron carts full of printed bills 
Filling life with rules.
At the end of many chambers
Alone in a large tan room
The Governor sits, without dinner,
Scanning the bills of laws-budgets-codes- 
In this land of twenty million 
From desert to ocean.
Til the oil runs out 
There's no end in sight.
Outside, his car waits with driver 
Alone, idling.
The great pines of the Capitol grounds 
Are less than a century old
We walk to the street
Tired of the effort
of thinking about "the people"
The half-moon travels west 
In the elegant company 
of jupiter and Aldebaran.
And cast, over the Sierra,
Far flashes of lightning- 
Is it raining tonight at home?
. . 'Ivory towers' are personal, class, and social insulations. You could say that people in Manhattan . . . live in ivory towers. 
They don't understand the relationship of the rest of the United States to them. Ego-centeredness and insulated, isolated 
narrowness of vision [are] all that we have to be concerned with ... in a university or anyplace else . . .
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. . In the process of living the life that you must, . . . either poems come or they don't come. You keep your mind 
open. . . and try not to be frozen into ruts and tracks of behavior, . . . feeling, . . . and emotion—try to feel what it is to be 
alive as deeply as you can . . . and then, when you hear a breath of a song coming,. . . you remember to write it down. 
That's the discipline of poetry . . .
at night he blended in Gap down below in abyuss Tartaros 
laying/hatching the eggs of our race 
first to lead us to light
before Love mixed in
there were no deathless gods 
once he had let everything go 
into everything else 
sea sky air
as well as the gods' imperishable race 
were born
( ©  Gary Snyder, 1977)
. . Well, my plans for the future are to fence two acres this w inter. . . and to put a couple of horses in ...  . I'm  also 
working on a prose book . . . about the riddle of how a traditional Asian country like Japan could become the world's most 
environmentally self-destructive power. . . . I'm  at work, as I have been for several years, on a long poem called 
'Mountains Without Ends.' "
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